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Pretty Lady
Ruth Young
I was six years old and on my way home from school, in Wyo-
ming. I had to tinkle so badly that I sat down on a big rock, and my
sister ran by me. She didn’t like me, anyway. My brother ran past me,
when I told him I had to tinkle, and he said, “That’s something you
have to do by yourself!”
I continued to sit on the rock. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t
want to wet my pants! I looked around. There was a lot of cactus and
sagebrush as far as I could see. Now, I didn’t want to sit on the cactus,
and the sagebrush was dry and had stickers. Then, I saw a house, not
too far awav. It looked like a nice house. I went over to it and knocked
on the door.
“Come in,” called a voice, but no one opened the door. So, I
knocked again.
The voice called, “The door’s open. Come in.” I walked into a
very beautiful room, with red curtains, red velvet cushions and even a
red carpet.
So, I called out, “Where is everyone?” The same voice chuckled
and laughed. I walked over to where the voice came from. In a small
separate room was a big cage with a green parrot. He said some nasty
words, and I said, “I don’t see anyone.”
He squawked. “The girls are upstairs taking a nap.”
I went back into the big room. By that time I was getting very
nervous. I looked around at the beautiful pictures. Then, I saw a beauti-
ful lady coming down the stairs. She wore a black, silk dress. The tap
part was lace. You could see her underwear! She had a lot of rings on
her fingers and beads around her neck. She had a lot of curls up on top
of her head and wore a large tortoise-shell comb to hold them in place.
I know it was tortoise-shell because it was just like the one Papa gave to
Mama.
The lady said, “What do you want, little girl?”
I said, “I have to tinkle!”
She took me to another room where a black lady came. The
pretty lady told her what I wanted. She laughed and brought out a
potty. I never saw a potty like that! It looked like china from a table. It
had beautiful, red roses all around it! It was too beautiful to use — but
I did anyway.
Later, in the big room, the black lady brought in cocoa and
cookies. The lady sat near me and asked, “Whose little girl are you?”
“I’m Ty’s little girl. I’m his daughter,” I answered with pride.
“Oh, we know Ty!” she said as she got up, turned and reached for
my coat. “It’s getting late. Your mother may worry.” I politely thanked
her and said, “Goodbye.”
When I reached home, my mother met me. She had been worried!
“IPhere have you been?\”
I told h er, “I had to go potty so bad! Sister ran home, and
Brother wouldn’t stop either! I went over to that big house, over there.”
I pointed.
“You whatl?,” she yelled.
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“I went over to that lady’s house. She’s real nice! She’s real
nice!,” I cried. “The black lady brought me cookies and cocoa, and you
know. Mama, at first, I thought the black lady was Tola, and she let me
use her potty with roses all around it!”
Mama grabbed me by the shoulders and shook me. “If I ever hear
you going near that place again, I’ll turn you over my knee and blister
your behind!”
Just then. Papa came in. Mama told me to go upstairs to bed,
before I could say a word to Papa. On the way up, I heard her scream,
“How could you bring us out to this God forsaken land! Do you know
what your children are doing? Is this the way you want to raise your
boys and girls? Do you know where your little girl has been today?”
“No,” he answered.
“Well, she’s been over to that McCarthy house,” she bellowed.
He laughed and laughed.
I hurried on and got into bed, covering my head with my pillow. I
heard the door slam, and all was quiet.
As I was falling asleep, I thought to myself, “She was a nice lady
and wasn’t that potty beautiful! Oh, I wish we had one!”
Robin Osmond
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